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Tbemoft lamentable Tragedy 
Now afore God this holy reverend Frier, 

All dbr whole City is much bouhd to him. 

JuR Nurfe, will you goe with me into my clofet, . 

To helpe me fort fuch needfull ornaments 
As you thinke fit to furnilh me to morrow ? 

Mo. No, not till thurfday ; there.is time enough. 

Fa. Go Nurfe, goe with her, wee’ll to Church to morrow. 

Exeunt. 

Mo. We fhall be fhort in our privifion, 
s Tis now neare night. 

-FVf.Tulbj I will ftirre about, 

And all things fhall be well,I warrant thee wife. 

Goe thou to Juliet, helpe to decke up her : 

He not to bed to night , let me alone. 

He play the hufwife for this once. What ho ? 

They are all forth ; well,I vvijl walke my.felfc 
To County Paris, to prepare up him 
Again!! to morrow ; my heart is wondrous light. 

Since this feme wayward girle is lb reclaim’d. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Juliet and Ntrrfe. 

Jul. T, thofe attires arebeft :but gentle Nurfe 
I pray thee leave me to my felfe to night, 

For I have need of many Orilons, 

To move the heavens to (mile upon my ftate, . 

Which well thou know’ft is crofie and full of finne. 

Enter. Mother. 

Mo. What are you bufie ho ? need you my help ? 

'.No Madam, we have cull’d fuch neceflaries 
As are behoovefull for our ftate to morrow : 

So pleafe you let me now be left alone. 

And let the Nurfe this night fit up with you, , 

For I am fure you have your hands full all, 

Jn thisfo fudden bufinefle. 

Mo. Goodnight, 

Get thee to bed and reft, for thou haft need. 

Exeunt * 


Jul, 










of Romeo etttdj ulier. 

7 / Farewell, God knowes when we fhall meet agafhft 
rhaveafaint cold feare thrills through my veines, 

That almoft freezes up the heat of life : 

, rail them backe aeaine to comfort me. 
itofc -whac (liould flic doe bcare? 
uydiimall ScencI needs muft aft alone. 

Come Viall : what if this mixture doe not worke at all ? 
Shall Ibe married then to morrow morning ? 
w 0) no, this fhall forbid it, lye thou there. 

What if it bea poy fon which the Frier 
Subtilly hath miniftred to have me dead. 

Left in this marriage he fliould be difhonour 'd, 

Becaufe he married me before to Romeo ? 

Ifeareitis ; and yet me thinks it fhould not , 

For he hath ftill beene tryed an holy man. 

Howifwhen I am laid into the tombe, 

Iwake before the time that Romeo 

Come to redeeme me ? there’s a fearfull point,. 

Shall I not then be ftifled in the Vault, 

To whofe foule mouth no healthibme aire breaths in. 

And there dye ftrangled ere my Romeo comes ? 

Orjf Ilive, isitnotvery like 

The horrible conceit of death and night. 

Together with the terror of the place. 

As in a Vau It , an ancient receptacle, 

Where forthefe many hundred yeeres the bones 
Ofall my buried ancefters are packt ; 

Wherebloody Tibalt, yet but greenein earth, 

Liafeftring in his fhrowd.; where, as they fay, 

Atfome houres in the night fpirits reibrt : 

Alacke, alacke,it is not like that I 

Soearly waking, what with loathfomefmells, 

And fhrikes like mandrakes torne out of the earth, 

That living mortalls hearing them runne mad : 

Or if I wake, ftiall I not b.e diftraught, 

(Invironed with all thefe’hideous feares.) 

And madly play with my forefathers joints ? 
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